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YOU MIGHT AS WELL 
CALL IT QUITS NOW 
50 WE CAN 

START THE 


AAAAND 
JUST LIKE THAT 


NO WAY, MAN, ONE MORE ROUND! 
I WIN AGAIN 


MOVIE. 


Comte by: LuckyCharner ) 


HEY, SPEAKING OF PRIDE, 
ARE YOU GOING TO 
THE PRIDE FESTIVAL 

THIS YEAR? 


el 
CARAPACE 


I LIKE THE WAY 
YOU THINK~ 


I DUNNO... ALYA AND 
MARINETTE WERE GONNA 
BE OUT OF TOWN THAT DAY 
AND I DON’T REALLY WANT 
TO GO ALONE. 


-.^ MAGAZINE 


REVEAL! 


DON’T LET THAT 
PRIDE OF YOURS 
BE YOUR 
DOWNFALL. 


annn ane 


HOW ABOUT 
YOU? 
WANNA COME 


vile I REALLY WANT TO, I'VE 


NEVER GOTTEN A CHANCE 
TO GO BEFORE, 


BUT I'M NOT 
OUT PUBLICLY 
YET AND I 
KINDA WANTED 
TO SHARE 
IT MYSELF 
BEFORE 
THE TABLOIDS 
SPREAD 
ANY RUMORS. 


I EVEN HAVE A 
COUPLE IDEAS, 
LIKE... 


OOH! 

OR YOU COULD 
PUN IT UP WITH A 
MUSIC VIDEO 
COVER! 


YOU COULD ALWAYS 


SAY YOU'RE THERE TO 
SUPPORT ME. 


BUT STILL, 
THOSE THINGS 
ARE GONNA 
TAKE TIME TO 


PLAN, AND I’M 
JUST NOT 
READY YET. 
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CARAPACE 


YEAH, THAT'S 
TRUE, 
BUT... ALSO... 


THAT'S 
PRETTY 
COMMON 
50 YOU 
COULD FLY 
UNDER THE 
RADAR, 
NO SWEAT! 


HOW DID YOUR 
PARENTS REACT 
WHEN YOU... 


---CAME OUT? 


DAD ASKED LOTS 
OF QUESTIONS, 
BUT HE'S 
ACTUALLY 
PRETTY COOL 
WITH IT. 


MOM ON THE 
OTHER HAND... 


SHE WASN'T EXACTLY 
HAPPY, BUT AFTER A WHILE ry TE 
PRETTY TENSE 
SHE CALMED DOWN AND 
WITH RELATIVES 
NOW SHE'S DOING liie 
HER BEST TO : 
SUPPORT ME 
FOR MY SAKE. 


BUT REGARDLESS OF WHAT THEY THINK OF ME, I KNOW 
FOR A FACT THAT I HAVE THE BEST, MOST SUPPORTIVE 
FRIENDS A DUDE COULD ASK FOR. FRIENDS THAT Z WOULD 

NEVER WANT TO FEEL PRESSURED TO COME OUT TO 
PEOPLE THEY'RE NOT COMFORTABLE WITH. AND 
HOPEFULLY, FRIENDS WHO KNOW THAT I'LL LOVE AND 
SUPPORT THEM NO MATTER WHAT THEY DECIDE TO Do. 


---BY THE WAY, WINNER 
OF THIS ROUND PICKS 
THE MOVIE. 


DON’T SWEAT 
IT, BRO Y 


AutisticKogayne 


Courage Need Not Be Remembered 


by AutisticKogayne (autistickogaynewrites) 


"Do you think they had any luck?" Nino asked, looking as the Princess 
and her knight walked towards them from where they had gone up the 
mountain to the Spring of Wisdom. 


"With that look on her face?" Adrien asked, uncrossing his arms and 
gesturing towards her with a raised eyebrow. "No way." 


“We don't know that!” Marinette spoke, hands held in front of her as they 
all stepped forward to meet the two. 


"| hate to agree with Adrien, but she definitely doesn't look like someone 
who's just awoken the spiritual power they've been trying to awaken for 
several years," Alya spoke. 


When the Princess was close enough, they all stepped forward to greet 
her, Nino walking until he stood right by her side. 


"Well? Don't keep us in suspense,” he said, trying to catch a glimpse at 
her face as she kept walking forward. "How'd everything go up there on the 
mountain?" 


Finally stopping, Bridgette's face lowered as she shook her head sadly. 
Each of the champions looked at each other, nervous as they realized that 
none of them knew where they were meant to go from here. 


"So, you didn't feel anything?" Adrien asked, the first to look away from 
the others and towards the princess. "No power at all?" 


"I'm sorry, no,” she responded, hands gripping each other in front of her 
stomach as she looked away from them all. 


"Then let's move on,” Alya said, resting one of her hands on her hip. 
"You've done all you could. Feeling sorry for yourself won't be of any help. 
After all, it's not like your last shot was up there on Mt. Lanayru. Anything 
could finally spark the power to seal Ganon away. We just have to keep 
looking for that... thing." 


"That's kind of you. Thank you." 


Stepping forward, Marinette swallowed against her nervousness before 
speaking, trying to make eye contact with the princess from where her head 
was lowered. 


“If | may...” she started, glad when Bridgette actually looked up at her, “I 
thought you... Well, l'm not sure how to put this into words... I’m actually 
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kind of embarrassed to say it, but I was thinking about what I do when I'm 
healing. You know, what usually goes through my mind... It helps when I 
think--when | think about--” 


Cut off by the ground shaking beneath them, Marinette struggled to stay 
on her feet as the others stumbled alongside her. Turning away from the 
mountain, Adrien launched himself into the air, the air leaving his lungs as 
he watched the clouds of malice swirl around the castle, Calamity Ganon 
joining them with a roar as the malice continued to spread. 


"It's here," Alya spoke, stepping forward with a glare. 


"This is it, then," Nino growled, hands clenched as he glared into the 
distance where Ganon waited. 


"Are you sure?" Marinette asked, hoping against hope that they were 
wrong and she wouldn't have to watch as they all charged into battle, wholly 
unprepared for Ganon's power. 


"Positive." Adrien responded, not looking away from the storm that grew 
over Hyrule Castle. 


"It's awake," Bridgette whimpered, face terrified as she watched the 
storm of malice spread past the castle's reach. "Ganon." 


"Let's stop wasting time," Nino spoke, turning to the princess with 
determination written across his face. "We're gonna need everything we've 
got to take that thing down! Now Champions, to your Divine Beasts! Felix 
will need to meet Ganon head on when we attack. This needs to be a 
unified assault! Felix, you get to Hyrule Castle. You can count on us for 
support." 


Each of the Champions nodded at each other before heading off toward 
their Divine Beast each of them keeping their fears unspoken and their 
worries held close to their hearts and none of them even stopping to think of 
grabbing weapons before heading off. 


It's almost funny, Adrien thinks, how it's always the part you dont plan for 
that gets you. He'd been more than ready to fight Ganon alongside Vah 
Medoh and the other Champions. He had not been ready for Ganon to infect 
the Beast, forcing him to fight the terrifyingly fast Windblight Ganon in the 
confined space, and without his best weapons. 


He can feel the other champions through his bond with Medoh, and while 
it feels muted now, he can feel enough to know that they're panicking and 
wondering what's happening to him. He has barely a moment to be grateful 
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that they're not being forced to fight one of Ganon's phantoms before the 
beast is attacking him again, forcing him to jump backwards in an attempt to 
dodge. 


He knows though that he's only going to be able to dodge for so long, 
and in a part of him he wants to deny, he also knows he doesn't have a 
chance defeating the beast without his weapons. With as much of his 
concentration as he can spare, he reaches into his bond with the other 
champions, strengthening it with his energy enough that he's now able to 
make out words and solid feelings from the others. 


He tries to warn them, let them know that when Medoh inevitably turns on 
them, it's because he's fallen and not because he's betrayed them, but it 
seems Windblight Ganon has caught onto the fact that his attention is 
divided. It only takes one shot. 


He's on the ground before he even realizes, the screams of the other 
champions echoing in his head as he realizes that he's dying. He's still 
tuned into their bond, and with the need to pay attention to Windblight 
Ganon gone, Adrien pushes himself fully into it. His energy is fading fast, but 
he pushes himself as hard as he can, using the bond to warn the others of 
his defeat at the hands of one of Ganon's monsters, apologizing even as the 
other's beg him to hold on. 


He pulls away from the bond at the last minute, not wanting the others to 
feel his death, even if they already know it's coming. He tries to stay calm, 
knowing that there isn't any point to freaking out at this point, but as the 
silence settles around him, all he can think of are the other Champions. As 
the black spots begin to take over his vision and a hole of regret swirls in his 
chest, he comes to the realization that with his death here at the hands of 
Ganon, he won't be able to see the other Champions after Ganon's defeat. 


He'll never get to just be around them, all of them bonding over the 
unique experience of piloting a Divine Beast in the fight against Ganon. With 
his death here, he'll never get to tell the other Champion's how much they 
inspired him, how they always made this enormous task seem so much 
easier to bear, and as his eyes close for the last time, he thought of how 
he'd now never get the chance to tell them how he really felt about them. 


Nino had felt when Adrien died, even if the other Champion tried to pull 
away from the bond, it was impossible to pull away fully. He could feel Alya 
and Marinette screaming into the bond for Adrien to respond, but they all 
knew he wouldn't. Their connection with Adrien was silent, and the 
connection to Vah Medoh was muted and dark. 
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Nino opens his mouth to tell the others to fire upon the castle immediately 
when the cloud of malice rises from Vah Rudania's main terminal. He 
freezes, watching in horror as electric blue beams of energy swirl in the air 
in front of him, coming together to form what can only be one of Ganon's 
shadows. 


Once it's fully taken form, it roars, a glowing axe in one hand and a 
fireball in the other. Swallowing, he comes to the realization that this must 
have been what killed Adrien. Perhaps not the exact same monster, but 
almost certainly a shadow of Ganon's sent to corrupt Vah Medoh. 


When he reaches over his shoulder to grab his weapon, he remembers 
how quickly all of the champions had run for their Divine Beasts, leaving no 
time for them to grab any weapons. He's stuck inside Rudania with this 
Fireblight Ganon, and no weapons to try to fight it with. 


It's a cold realization, knowing that as Adrien died, so will he. He can try 
to hold this monster off for as long as possible, but he knows it won't be 
enough. Once he's killed, Ganon will easily be able to take Rudania over 
and use her against the other Champions. His protection ability will only be 
able to do so much to help him, and while it's better than nothing, he still 
curses at himself for not stopping earlier for a better weapon. 


While he's still immersed in the bond, having reached further into it when 
he felt Adrien's distress, he reaches out to Alya and Marinette. He feels the 
moment they realize what's happening, and before they can say anything, 
he's warning them as much as he can. 


He warns them of Ganon's shadows attacking them, rising from the main 
console of their Divine Beast in a cloud of malice and hatred before 
corrupting the beast. He tells them to fire upon the castle immediately, 
ignoring their previous orders to wait for the signal from Felix and Bridgette, 
and before he pulls back from the bond as much as he can, he tells them to 
stay strong. 


Alya can feel the hole in her chest widening, the spot that was previously 
taken up by Adrien and Nino now filled with silence and pain. She can still 
feel Marinette, and knowing that there's another Champion still with her is 
enough to push Alya forward. She yells through the bond, telling Marinette 
to fire upon the castle as she runs to her own console. 


By the time she makes it there, the malice has already taken over and 
Thunderblight Ganon is waiting for her. 
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Her fear echoes through the bond, and she can feel Marinette screaming 
out to her as the other Champion realizes what's happening. She knows she 
won't be able to defeat the monster with her weapons and shield back at 
home, leaving her defenseless against it. 


Even as she resigns herself to her fate, she pushes away from the bond 
as much as she can, not wanting Marinette to feel the deaths of all three of 
her companions. She wants to apologize, but the monster is too fast for her 
to take a second to send any thoughts or messages, kept on the defensive 
the whole time as she avoids it's khopesh and lightning attacks. 


She lasts longer than the other two, but eventually she stumbles and is 
defeated. Marinette is still screaming in her head and Alya can only think on 
how much she hopes Marinette stays safe as Vah Naboris is corrupted 
around her. She finds the thought almost selfish, but as the last of her 
energy leaves her, her last hope is that she'll at least be able to see Adrien 
and Nino on the other side. 


Marinette falls faster than any of the other Champions. The hole where 
her bond with the other champions should be silent and raw, and the malice 
quickly taking over Vah Ruta's console. Waterblight Ganon forms quickly, 
and while she might've been able to fight him off another time, she's stuck 
with the emptiness in her chest and her weapons gone. 


She tries, the anger and despair at the deaths of the other Champions 
pushing her, but the monster is quick and holds a spear more than triple the 
length of her body. He takes her down not soon after appearing, and 
Marinette can't stop a few tears from escaping as she tries to reach into her 
bond with the others and finds only emptiness. She cries for the future of 
Hyrule, all four Divine Beasts corrupted and controlled by Ganon, she cries 
for the hole in her heart that the other Champions have left her with, and 
before she takes her last breath, she cries with the hope that they'll at least 
get to be together in the after life. 


When Marinette opens her eyes, it's to the sight of Felix standing beside 
the now uncorrupted console of her Divine Beast, chest clad in the armor 
she had made for him one hundred years earlier before she discovered how 
she felt for the other Champions. 


"Hello, Felix." She says, watching as he turns to look at where her spirit 
stands on the water surrounding them, “Because of your courage, my spirit 
is now free. And Ruta as well. Thank you." 
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She walks toward him, ignoring how she can't feel the water beneath her 
feet, hands held close to her chest. Since she's a spirit now and has no 
need for it, she summons forth her healing power, Marinette's Grace, and 
gifts it to him. As the light forms around him, ready to take him back to the 
Domain, she speaks up. 


"| must go. Ruta and | have our roles to fulfill. We are both honored to be 
able to support you in this battle against Ganon. Now you must leave. You 
must free the other Champions, and save the Princess." 


Once he's left, she moves Vah Ruta from her place in the East Reservoir 
Lake to over the cliffside, placed perfectly to fire upon the Castle when the 
time is right. From where she stands, she can clearly see over the whole of 
the Domain, and her heart clenches in her chest as she wonders how her 
family dealt with her death one hundred years ago. She wishes she could 
see them again, even just once more, but her spirit is bound to Vah Ruta 
until Ganon's defeat. 


She also thinks of the other Champions, and how her bond with them all 
is as silent as it was one hundred years ago before she was slain by 
Waterblight Ganon. She can only hope that with Felix having freed her and 
Ruta, he'll do the same for the other Champions and their Divine Beasts, 
and she'll be able to feel them again. For now, her focus is steady toward 
Hyrule Castle, waiting for either a sign that one of the other Beasts has been 
awaken, or that Ganon has been released. 


When Nino comes back to himself, the first thing he notices is Felix 
standing beside the uncorrupted terminal for Rudania. Felix seems to notice 
the movement out of the corner of his eyes and automatically turns to face 
him. Nino apologizes, as silly as it sounds, but he can't fully erase the guilt 
of having failed one hundred years earlier. He also summons forth his 
protection ability, Nino's protection, and gifts it to Felix, having no need for it 
now that he's a spirit. 


The light quickly forms around Felix, and with a final goodbye, he's left 
Rudania. Once the last of the light has faded, Nino quickly steps to the main 
console and moves Vah Rudania, moving her from her place inside Death 
Mountain to sitting on the edge facing Hyrule Castle. From here, it's 
incredibly easy to gaze down upon Goron city, and he can only hope that 
they're all still going strong after all these years. 


Turning to gaze over at the castle, he notices Vah Ruta is also in position 
to fire, and reaching into his bond with the Champions, he can faintly feel 
Marinette. Adrien and Alya's parts of the bond are still silent and cold, but he 
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pulls relief out of the fact that at least he wasn't the only Champion Felix 
saved. His bond with Marinette is still faint, mostly due to the fact that it's 
been so long, but he pushes as much of his joy and hope as he can through 
to her. 


One hundred years earlier, he had gotten into Vah Rudania with the 
thought that he'd help defeat Ganon and then celebrate with the other 
Champions, maybe even confessing the warmth that grew in his chest every 
time he saw them. It's too late for that now, and while it's an upsetting 
thought, he takes joy in the fact that he gets another chance to help defeat 
Ganon and feel the other Champions again. 


Adrien compares it to waking from an odd dream, hazy and a little 
confusing. The last thing he remembered was falling at the hands of 
Windblight Ganon, and now he's watching as Felix steps away from the 
uncorrupted terminal for Vah Medoh. 


He's happy of course, both to be back in control of the Divine Beast and 
to see Felix alive and well. The fact that Felix was able to defeat Windblight 
Ganon and free Medoh back to Adrien shows how hard he must be fighting, 
and Adrien is quick to tell him how happy he is to see him and how proud of 
him he is. 


He's also quick to summon forth his power, Adrien's Gale, and gift it to 
Felix. It’s useless to him as he is now, but he hopes the knight will find some 
use for it. Within moments of accepting the ability, the light begins to form 
around Felix, sending him back to Rito village. Alone on Vah Medoh once 
more, Adrien is quick to move her into position above the town, aimed right 
at Hyrule Castle for when he's needed. From his position on Medoh's 
shoulder, he's able to gaze towards Hyrule Castle and see that Vah Ruta 
and Vah Rudania are also in position to fire. 


Reaching into the bond, he can feel both Marinette and Nino, and while 
Alya's absence is a stone in his chest, he's glad that the others are free, and 
Alya is surely soon to follow. The connection is still a bit fuzzy, but after one 
hundred years and all of their deaths, he's glad to be able to feel them at all. 
He pushes as much of his happiness and determination through the bond as 
he can, hoping the others will be able to feel it and know that he's been 
freed as well. 


It's an odd pill to swallow, knowing that he's been dead for the last one 
hundred years, especially when he had never even entertained the thought 
of them falling at Ganon's hands. He had planned on defeating Ganon and 
then confessing to the other Champions once the battle was over, and while 


Courage Need Not Be Remembered 


AutisticKogayne 


now that hope is gone, he takes happiness in the fact that they'll all defeat 
Ganon together soon. Once Ganon is defeated, Hyrule will no longer need 
the Divine Beasts, and the four of them will be able to rest in peace, 
together. 


Alya opens her eyes, and for a moment, she forgets when she ever even 
closed them. It comes back quickly, her defeat at the hands of Thunderblight 
Ganon, but a quick glance around reveals only Felix standing next to the 
main terminal, which is now free from malice. She's amazed that Felix was 
able to free Vah Naboris, especially considering he would have needed to 
defeat Thunderblight Ganon first, but she can't say she's especially 
surprised. It's pleasant to see him again, even if the circumstances aren't 
exactly what they had been hoping for one hundred years prior. 


She's quick to congratulate him and before she forgets, she gifts him her 
special ability, Alya's fury. It's an incredibly useful ability, and while she's a 
spirit and has no need for it anymore, he still has more fighting to do before 
the war is won. The light grows around him before he's disappeared, and 
Alya doesn't waste a second before moving Naboris. She manages to 
situate the beast on a plateau on the edge of the desert, a perfect spot to 
aim upon Hyrule Castle in front of her, and gaze upon Gerudo town behind 
her. She can see from here the outline of her town on the horizon, and she 
can also see the other three Divine Beasts in position and aimed at the 
castle. 


She's quick to push into the bond, and nearly cries when she can feel the 
other three. It's fuzzier than before, but she attributes it to their century long 
slumber and pushes as much determination and anger toward Ganon 
through the bond as she can. She can only hope that they know now that 
she's freed as well, and even if they can't be together now, they'll be 
together in the afterlife once Ganon has been defeated. 


When the bright lights shoot out of the castle in sporadic bursts, Adrien is 
quick to realize that the time has come. Ganon is free from his seal, and 
Felix is in the castle preparing to fight him. The Champions are each bound 
to their Beasts, leaving them unable to go to the castle and help, but they do 
what they can. 


Their moment has arrived, and without a second's hesitation, they each 
push their Divine Beast to fire, watching as the blasts shoot bright and fast 
right to Hyrule Castle. They have no way of knowing how the blasts affect 
Ganon, but they've done their part. 
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Now, each of them sinks into the bond with the other Champions as 
much as they can, forced to wait for the end of the final battle, hopeful that 
the war against Calamity Ganon ends today. 


Once the Divine Beasts have fired and Ganon has been defeated, each 
of their spirits is pulled to Hyrule Castle. They, along with the King, watch as 
Bridgette and Felix look upon the Castle once more before walking away. 
There's so much damage leftover from Ganon and the Great Calamity to be 
fixed, but the day has been long enough without worrying about the future. 


The king, content with seeing Bridgette and Felix safe moves on, his 
spirit disappearing in a flicker of green light. The Champions stay where 
they are, staring down at Hyrule as each of them tries to think of what they 
want to say. Marinette is the first to break the silence, turning to face the 
other three. 


"We defeated Ganon.” 


"Yeah, even if it was one hundred years later than we originally planned." 
Alya smirks. 


“I’m glad it's all finally over," Adrien spoke. “And I'm glad that | was able 
to play a part in his defeat alongside you three." 


"| know it's not how any of us really planned," Nino spoke, turning away 
from where he was watching Hyrule to look at the other Champions. “But I'm 
glad we're all together again." 


"Me too. | missed you all. Even when Felix saved us all, the connection 
was so faint it was hard to feel any of you." Marinette smiles, laying a hand 
on Nino's shoulder. 


“Tm glad too that our duty to Hyrule is done now, and we'll be able to rest 
in peace. Together." Alya smiled, wrapping an arm around Adrien's shoulder. 


“| have to confess though,” Adrien spoke. “I had planned on asking you 
three if you wanted to spend some time together once we defeated Ganon 
one hundred years ago. It’s later, and certainly different circumstances than 
l'd originally planned, but I'd still like to extend the invitation." 


“Oooh, like a date?" Alya smirked, watching as Adrien's face flushed as 
much as a spirit’s face could. “Because that sounds wonderful.” 


Marinette and Nino were quick to agree, and with shy smiles, each of 
them reached out, all of them holding hands before they too moved on. 
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When the blood moon rose two days after Calamity Ganon's defeat, the 
whole of Hyrule held their breath, waiting to see if the monsters that had 
plagued them would rise again. Luckily, the night passed without any signs 
that anything had changed beside the color of the moon and Hyrule was 
able to breathe easy. 


Inside the Divine Beasts, each of the Champions blinked awake, 
confusion settling over them as they looked around themselves at the now 
inactive machines. Within moments, each of them was standing from where 
they sat against the main console and rushing to look outside, taking in the 
sight of a calamity free Hyrule. 


Within the next few hours, each of the Champions made their way home, 
and even though it was the middle of the night, news of their revivals and 
the ensuing celebrations spread quickly. By sunrise, the news had reached 
Bridgette and Felix at Hyrule Castle, and by noon, the news had reached 
the other Champions. 


It took nearly three days for the festivities to die down enough for each of 
the Champions to escape but as soon as they had the chance, each of them 
packed a small bag and headed out. The bond with the other Champions 
was near non existent now that they were alive and the Divine Beasts were 
no longer active, but they all got the sense of wanting to meet again. It took 
another three days for them to meet with none of them having a horse or 
other mode of transportation, but they all finally met at the Sacred Ground 
Ruins where Felix had been officially knighted a century earlier. Marinette 
arrived first, having taken Zora river all the way to Hyrule Castle's moat and 
simply walking the remaining distance, while Adrien arrived ten minutes later, 
having flown straight there. Nino was next, a half hour later than Adrien, with 
Alya a scant two minutes behind him. 


It was awkward at first, all of them standing in a circle and looking at each 
other, but Marinette was again the first to break the silence. 


"Do you remember everything that happened?" She asked, looking at all 
of them before looking fully at Adrien. 


Each of them nodded before Alya smirked and crossed her arms. 
"So, does that mean we're all still on for that date Adrien?" 


This time when Adrien's face flushed, it was a much brighter red and 
each of them laughed as he sputtered and waved his arms around. 


"| mean," he started, rubbing the back of his neck nervously. "We could 
be. I feel like this whole thing has been a whirlwind of surprises, from 
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becoming Champions to dying to coming back to life, but I’m really glad that 
we'll actually get to spend time together." 


"Me too," Marinette spoke up. "Especially now that | don't have as many 
responsibilities back at the Domain. After my passing, Tikki took on the role 
of heir and it'd be wrong of me to take it from her after so long." 


"| doubt any of our people ever expected us back, so | think they'll be 
okay without having us around 24/7." Alya grinned. "I'd like to spend some 
time at home, with the current chief being only twelve and most likely 
needing some guidance, but overall | don't believe I’m needed enough to 
stay there all the time." 


“So, if we're not exactly needed,” Marinette smiled, reaching out to grab 
Alya and Nino's hands. “I suppose we have time for that date now?” 


"| think we have time for many dates.” Adrien replied, grinning as he 
grabbed Alya and Nino’s spare hands. “How about a picnic atop the dueling 
peaks? It'll be a nice walk, and I can fly over and get food from Kakariko 
village for us.” 


“| have heard the view from up there is wonderful.” Marinette smiled. “It 
sounds perfect. Should we head out now?” 


“The sooner we leave, the sooner we get there.” Nino grinned. “And | 
don’t know about you three, but the sooner we leave, the sooner our future 
together starts.” 


With several loud whoops of joy and agreement, the four of them set off, 
for their first date and their future together. 


Courage need not be remembered, for it is never forgotten. 


Courage Need Not Be Remembered 


a » 
| THINK IM BEGINNING TO UNDERSTAND... 


.. AND WHO Y WANT To ME. 


Hari 


Is That Superhero Speak for ‘I Like You’? 


by Hari (hari-writes) 


“Let me guess,” Ladybug said, scooping the haughty blonde into her 
arms and running in the opposite direction from the akuma, dodging a 
shower of buttons as she did. “You offended someone?” 


Chloe wrapped her arms around the superhero’s neck to steady herself. 
Although she felt secure in Ladybug’s arms, if she needed to use her yo-yo, 
Chloe wanted to ensure she didn’t fall. 


“I’m offended that you think I could be so callous.” She objected, knowing 
that this akuma was most definitely on her. 


“Chloe...” Ladybug knew her too well. 


“Okay, fine. All | said was that her buttons offended my eyes. I’ve said 
worse and Hawk Moth didn't get involved, you know.” 


"| do,” Ladybug said. "Well, that explains why half of Paris look like 
terrifying ragdolls with buttons for eyes right now. We need to get you to 
safety.” 


Chloe glanced back to where Chat Noir was valiantly battling the 
sartorially unfortunate akuma, beating the buttons away with his staff, 
ducking and darting to avoid being hit. Ladybug should be helping him, 
should be working alongside him to defeat this villain. Instead, she was 
carrying Chloe, bridal-style, across the rooftops towards the Eiffel Tower. 


She should feel bad that Chat Noir was alone, guilty that Ladybug was 
here instead of helping him, but she didn't. She couldn’t feel bad when she 
was this close to her. Ladybug’s proximity made everything feel right. She 
rested her head in the crook of the superhero’s neck and was sure she was 
imagining it when those strong arms held her a little tighter. 


They reached the Eiffel Tower and Ladybug opened a door on the 
second level. It was a cleaning supplies closet. Chloe wanted to object to it 
on grounds of grossness but she decided to keep her mouth shut for once 
and accepted the hiding place with good grace. As the door swung back to 
shut her inside, Chloe blocked its way. 


“Ladybug?” She said, “I’m sorry | caused you all this trouble.” 


A gloved hand prised hers off the door and squeezed it. “Just stay safe, 
okay?” 
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Chloe watched as her hero ran to the barrier and swung herself away on 
her yo-yo, off to help Chat Noir and save Paris from yet another akuma that 
her friends would blame her for. She knew it was really Hawk Moth’s doing - 
that she wasn’t to blame for him akumatising victims across the city - but 
she would admit to giving more than her fair share of people the push 
needed to prepare them for their part in Hawk Moth’s machinations. 
Through it all, though, Ladybug had been there to save her, no matter what. 


Shed been mixed up in this since the beginning, back when Stone Heart 
literally crashed into her classroom and snatched her and Mylene up. It only 
got worse from there. One moment she was the prisoner of stone-monster 
Ivan, the next, she was being tossed through the air to her death. 


She would have died, there was no way she could have survived that. 
Hurtling towards concrete with nobody to help her, she said a little prayer. 
Her life flashed in front of her eyes and it was too short with too few 
highlights. It left her feeling empty. 


There, as the road veered closer and she neared her final moments, she 
knew it was hopeless. Daddy couldn't save her, money wouldn't catch her, 
and snark wasn't a safety net in this situation. Suddenly, strong arms caught 
her. In a flash of red and black, she was safe. Ladybug, like an angel, 
appeared from nowhere and saved her life. 


At that moment, Chloe knew that she owed Ladybug everything. 


She thought the way she felt was hero worship or simply overwhelming 
gratitude. Over time, her feelings grew and became clearer. It was more 
than respect or admiration, it was love; Chloe loved Ladybug. 


As she considered this, and all the ways she'd tried to show her that love 
and failed, she heard a noise outside the door. 


"Chloe? It's me," Ladybug called out. 


Her stomach flipped and she felt her palms start to sweat. Maybe now 
was the time to admit her true feelings? 


The door opened and she was met with relief and warmth. She saw 
Ladybug sigh and her shoulders visibly relax at finding her safe and sound. 
Yes, now was the time. 


"Uh, Ladybug? You probably don't remember this, but you saved my life 
when Hawk Moth first arrived in Paris. | was thrown towards the bridge and 
you caught me." Chloe fiddled with the end of her ponytail, suddenly unable 
to make eye contact. 


"| remember." 
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“Yes, well... | wanted to say thanks. And, that I... | know you have a 
partner and Chat Noir is great and all, but I’m your biggest fan. | think you’re 
amazing and | want to tell you, have to tell you that I love you, and I don't 
expect someone like you to feel the same about someone like me, but I just 
needed to get it out there. | had to tell you.” 


Ladybug took Chloe’s cheeks in her hands and tentatively pressed her 
lips to hers. Chloe’s eyes closed in response and she returned the kiss. The 
world washed away and it felt as though she and Ladybug were the only two 
people in existence. 


“What was that for?” Chloe managed to whisper. 
"| thought it might shut you up. I was right.” Ladybug giggled. 
“But, what does it mean? Do you like me? | thought you hated me.” 


"| never hated you, Chloe. You bug the hell out of me sometimes and PII 
never understand how you manage to get yourself into these situations so 
often, but | don't hate you." 


"| 'bug' you? Was that a pun?" Chloe smiled. 


"Don't you start..." Ladybug groaned. "You're fiery and passionate and 
fiercely loyal towards your friends; you're beautiful and your heart is in the 
right place, even if your mouth doesn't always know when to quit." 


“Is that superhero speak for ‘I like you, too'?" Chloe teased. 


“Yes, that’s what | was trying to say,” Ladybug blushed so deeply that her 
cheeks matched her mask. 


This time, Chloe reached out and drew Ladybug towards her. Her lips 
were soft and tender and Chloe never wanted it to end. If this was what it 
felt like to kiss Ladybug, why hadn't she told her how she felt sooner?! This 
was magical. 


A beep from Ladybug’s earrings caused her to break their kiss with a 
panicked expression. Her eyes darted around the tiny closet. 


“Chloe, | have to detransform and feed my kwami, can | trust you not to 
look?” 


She nodded. “You can trust me with anything. | promise I won't look.” 


Chloe turned her back on Ladybug and held her breath, For good 
measure, she closed her eyes and covered them with her hands. A flash of 
pink light filled the room so brightly that Chloe could see it. Shuffling and 
whispering followed for a minute or so until a second gleam of light through 


Is That Superhero Speak for ‘| Like You’? 


Hari 


the gaps in her fingers told her Ladybug was back. She felt a hand on her 
shoulder. 


“You can look again, Chlo.” 


She turned back to where Ladybug was smiling shyly at her. Chloe knew 
how she felt. This was new and exciting and terrifying at once. 


“How about you and | get out of this closet and | take you back to school?” 
She suggested. 


Chloe took Ladybug’s proffered hand. “Are you going to carry me again?” 
“Is there a better way to travel?” she winked. 


Chloe wrapped her arms around Ladybug and she threw her yo-yo out 
until it anchored on a rooftop before tightening her grip and swinging both of 
them across the Paris skyline towards College Frangoise Dupont. It was 
exhilarating, flying through the air, wind whipping through her hair. She 
didn’t even care that her ponytail would be a mess after all this. 


She lowered them to the pavement outside the school and Chloe caught 
sight of her entire class with their faces pressed up against the classroom 
window. 


Feet safely on the ground, Chloe nodded her head towards the window. 
“We have an audience.” 


"That's a pitfall of dating a superhero, I'm afraid,” Ladybug shrugged. 


“Dating? Are you asking me out?” Chloe couldn't stop the grin that 
spread across her face. 


Ladybug nodded timidly. "If you'd like to be my girlfriend, I'd be very 
happy.” 

“Yes!” Chloe threw her arms around her Lady, lifting her off her feet and 
spinning her around. 


When they dizzily came to a halt, Ladybug brushed a stray piece of hair 
out of Chloe’s face before kissing her. Through the open window, one level 
up, the cheers, whoops and whistles of her classmates carried through the 
warm afternoon air, making Chloe’s heart soar. 
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My Lady. 
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the road to ruin (and we're starting at the end) 


by queerinette (awrittentypeofchemistry) 


As a child, she’d always thought princesses in towers had it easy. 


They lived in luxury away from the world, their parents giving them an 
easy life where they were neither betrayed nor in pain. Their lives were free 
from dangers, from struggles, from hardships, from endless wars. There 
was no need to go on some insane quest to find themselves and return with 
battle scars and festering wounds. Friends weren't dying around them and 
foes weren't outright hurting them, because there were no friends or foes. 


Those princesses sat by a window and waited to be saved, letting 
bitterness and rebellions pass and fade. Their returns were always met with 
warm greetings from their people, and all would be well by the time they 
returned to the outside world. 


The illusion shattered when Chloe, eight years old, cried out in pain for a 
mother who was too busy chasing after dreams that didn't involve children. 


As an adolescent, she’d kept remembering that princesses in towers 
didn't have it easy. 


There was nothing to do except listen to the thoughts swirling around 
their heads. Nothing except the torture that came from listening to and 
thinking the same thoughts over and over again. Life has no zest, no 
meaning, no hopes or fears or anything that could make it a life. All they 
could do was sit for years on end, lonely without companionship and 
conversation. 


Those princesses spent years fighting demons, trapped in their own 
minds and winning battles no one could comprehend. They toiled and toiled 
until their understanding of life transcended their own parents’, and sat 
quietly as someone else lived in the false glory of saving them. 


It was in those moments Chloe wondered how anyone could live in such 
a state and not try to ascend to a different plane of existence. 


It’s not like anyone would be around to save those princesses from 
ending their lives. 


The sufferings of princesses in towers have a twinge to them, a certain 
look and feel and emotion that most people don’t recognize or don’t 
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understand. That’s why, when everyone is too busy avoiding Lila Rossi for 
the lies she has told, Chloe is the only one to defend Lila Rossi to a group of 
angry classmates. 


Maybe the shock that everyone expresses at Chloe standing up for 
another human is really the biggest loss for princesses in towers. Their 
minds have a way of looking at things, at people, at situations, at emotions 
that only those who have spent their lives in isolation can understand. 
There’s a linear path in Chloe’s mind from Lila’s lies to her lonely past, to 
quiet nights spent staring out the window and wondering if she was capable 
of being loved, to the stories she crafted as if her life hadn't been wasted 
away in a tower. Others can’t see it, can’t see the emptiness in Lila’s eyes 
and the torturous waiting that princesses in towers are always forced to live 
through, but to Chloe, it was brighter than the smiles her classmates threw 
at one another. 


Friendship was easy for her peers, because all they had to do was talk 
about their summers and all the things about their lives that they hated. But 
no one wanted to hear about summers wasted away inside the same four 
walls, without a single living soul and the silence that threatens to choke you 
faster than the dragons can. 


But princesses in towers, if they found others like themselves, were at an 
advantage, because words weren't needed for them to transmit those 
emotions. They'd smile at each other, pained grimaces melting away with 
time and patience, and the sound of another human’s breathing would be 
enough to soothe away some of the ache in their hearts. 


And Lila recognizes it when Chloe says, “Can’t any of you show a little 
compassion to someone who made a simple mistake?” Recognizes the 
agonizing waiting for a prince that never came, that left all those princesses 
to spend their lives hoping for someone who has already moved on. 


That recognition shows in the way Lila takes refuge in Chloe’s 
companionship, in the way Lila swarms to Chloe whether it’s a political 
dinner or lunch at school or a partner project where people can choose who 
they work with. 


And there’s a definitive relief in knowing that even when your own mind 
has managed to convince you that no one out there wants anything to do 
with you, even when the world has shown you over and over again that you 
don’t have any worth left in it, other princesses from other towers do want 
you, do find worth in your existence. 
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Some days, that knowledge is the only thing that keeps Chloe going, 
because the only thing worse than never finding another princess in a tower 
is finding and losing. 


A common misconception of princesses in towers is that the wonder they 
feel at rejoining civilization tides them over for the rest of their lives. 


Wonder at the unknown is a great tool of control at first, but as time 
passes and winds blow, their love for interactions fades like leaves on trees. 
Rage is always simmering underneath the surface, and they never stop 
thinking about the people who locked them away in the first place. Gates 
don't lock without the aid of a human hand, and oftentimes that hand is 
attached to someone who will fake enthusiasm and celebration when the 
tower is vacated. 


Their bitterness is never voiced, because the fear of being locked up yet 
again hovers over their every movement as they smile and laugh their way 
into the hearts of their jailors. Every moment is laced with a faked 
gentleness and grace and poise that they’ve developed only as a tactic of 
defense. No one sees through that armor, because no one knows or cares 
enough about princesses in towers to observe them enough. 


Except, evidently, other princesses in towers. 


Political dinners have always been the bane of Chloe’s existence 
precisely because she has to flutter her eyelashes and twirl her hair at 
grown men whose self esteems should be tough enough to withstand the 
rejection of a teenage girl. Nothing interesting ever happens, and no one 
ever breaks out of the norms of social etiquette and high society to 
acknowledge anything of importance. 


Maybe that is why, when Lila asks her to dance across her balcony at 
night, she accepts. That is why, when she’s pushed in water and her 
expensive dress is ruined, her only response is to reach for Lila’s leg and 
pull her in. Anyone can force knowledge of affairs and sit through a dinner 
with people of power, and anyone can smile at princesses from towers and 
talk about how happy and safe they must feel, but only princesses from 
towers can help other princesses unwind and laugh. 


So it’s really no surprise when Chloe Bourgeois, soaked to the bone and 
drenched from the water of her own rooftop pool, leans forward and 
captures Lila Rossis lips with her own, sealing a promise of an endless 
rescue and a wavering loneliness that only they can understand. 
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As an adult, she knows princesses in towers have it neither easy nor 
tough. 


They are stuck in a loop of isolation and luxury, in having nothing and 
everything all at once. With the absence of danger comes the absence of 
adventure, and anything that can happen to help them learn or to help them 
hurt and heal just doesn’t. They are victims to neither pain, nor love, and 
waste not time but do not save it either. They never have to lose, and yet, 
never gain, either. 


But there is no one stopping them from leaving, no guards or maids or 
parents to repeat "We're trying to keep you safe." It is just them and the 
wilderness, the only obstacle between them and freedom being their own 
belief that someone would save them. 


But Chloe is done waiting for a prince to end her isolation when she can 
do it herself. So she opens up the window instead of just staring out of it, 
climbs down the tower instead of fantasizing someone else doing the 
opposite, and goes off on her own search to find another princess in a tower 
that doesn't have the strength to rescue herself. 
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Class Bonding 


by Artemis 


When Juleka and Rose started dating, absolutely no one in Mrs. Bustier’s 
class was surprised. (Except possibly Adrien, because if he can't tell when 
people have a crush on him, how could he tell when other people were 
mutually pining?) 


Nothing much changed between the two of them, although they did kiss 
more. Which they both absolutely loved. Rose was a bigger romantic than 
Juleka, but she wanted to set up something special. Which was why she 
had asked Marinette for help. What Juleka didn't expect was for Marinette to 
enlist the entire class. Which meant public speaking. Great. Although she 
was working on becoming more self-confident after the Reflekta incident, 
Juleka still wasn't the biggest fan of public speaking. Hopefully, Marinette 
would take the lead on this one. Speaking of Marinette, she was awfully 
upbeat today. 


“Hey, Juleka, | thought it would be a good idea to have a large group so 
we could brainstorm more ideas! | hope you don't mind!” 


Well, it was a little too late for her to object now. 
“It's fine. You seem happy." 
“I've just figured out some personal stuff.” 


Well, it wasn't her place to pry. If Marinette wanted to talk about whatever 
the personal thing was, she would probably go to Alya. 


"So." Marinette loudly clapped her hands together to get everyone's 
attention, standing at the front of the classroom, “you already know why | 
called you here. Has anyone already thought of something?" 


Alex instantly shot up out of her seat. "They should go to the new roller- 
skating rink that just opened up. The one with the arcade." 


An arcade did sound fun, but that wasn't exactly what she was looking 
for. ‘Um... | was thinking of doing something a little.. quieter.” 


"Alright." 
Adrien piqued up from the back. 
"Maybe you could take her on a picnic?" 


That was an idea Juleka liked. Rose enjoyed picnics, and a romantic 
picnic was a classic, if those sappy rom-coms Rose forced her to watch 
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were accurate. They probably weren't, but she would still love something 
like that. 


“That would probably work.” 
Which was Juleka speak for that's absolutely fantastic idea. 
“Great! | can get you some pastries from my parent’s bakery!” 


The rest of the meeting passed in a flurry of plans to make the perfect 
picnic. All Juleka had to do was give the okay for the ideas. Before she 
knew it, the meeting was over and all the details of the picnic had been 
decided. 


Rose had loved it and Juleka was ecstatic. She would have to come up 
with a way to thank everyone for helping her. When Marinette walked up to 
them before class started, she assumed Marinette was going to ask them 
how the date had gone. But the problem with assuming things was that they 
were often wrong. 


“We're having another meeting. Same place and time. This time Nino 
needs help thinking of ways to confess to Adrien.” 


Well, she did owe them one after how everyone helped her. And it was 
highly unlikely she would be the center of attention again. 


“I'll be there.” 
“So will I!” 


“Great! If the two of you could help spread the word, that would be 
appreciated.” 


And for this meeting, she was free to lurk in the back. 


The time before the class meeting passed with less urgency than the 
other day, at least for her. As soon as they arrived, Juleka made a beeline 
for the back with Rose. The majority of the class was sitting towards the 
front, with Marinette and Nino standing by the blackboard. Juleka figured 
that this had the potential to go on for a while, so she might as well get 
comfortable. Greeting Nathaniel with a nod, she sat down beside him and 
got out her latest book. (This week it was The Lord of the Rings.) She had 
become completely immersed in Frodo’s quest to throw the ring when 
someone turns their attention to Rose and Juleka. (It sounded like Alya, but 
she hadn't been paying that much attention.) 


“How did you two get together?” 
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Juleka really hoped that Rose would answer the question, otherwise her 
plans of sitting in the back reading were shot. 


"Oh! It was after the Zombiezou akuma. When school closed early 
because of how many of the teachers and students had been scattered 
around the city, we went to Jules’s house to relax. We started talking about 
the akuma, and | felt super guilty about kissing her without permission. So | 
apologized, and then she blurted out that she didn't mind that | had kissed 
her. | was a little surprised by that, and we had a conversation about how 
we felt about each other.” 


Rose was Officially the best girlfriend ever. 


“That doesn't really help much. Unless someone can get angry and 
become a love zombie akuma?” 


“Just talk to him. Even if he doesn't return your feelings, he's still going to 
be your best friend.” 


"| agree with Alya.” 


She really wasn't expecting to get approached by Marinette a third time. 
But this third time was different. One, Marinette had pamphlets, two, she 
was wearing a nonbinary flag pin. Marinette smiled at Juleka and handed 
her a pamphlet with Gender and Sexuality Alliance written across the front. 


“What is this?” 
“I'm doing an interest check for an after-school club.” 


Well... it did look interesting, but she also really wanted to go home and 
take a nap. The last two class meetings had been socially draining. 


“If | get enough people to join, the first meeting will be next Monday.” 
She could do Monday. 
"lll be there.” 


They would probably only get the bare minimum amount of people 
needed to open the club anyway. 


There was twice as many people as Juleka had expected at that first 
meeting. Great. At least she already knew most of the other people there. 
Juleka easily moved through the group of people, eventually sitting down 
next to Alix. Alix was surprisingly easy to talk too. She wasn't really Alix to 
have such a strong opinion on sci-fi books. Well, Marinette did say that the 
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agenda for this first meeting was to get to know each other better. It actually 
wasn't as bad as she thought it was going to be. 


“Same time next week?” 


“Of course.” 
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by SamanthaGirlScout (samantha-girlscout) 


“| heard that someone's moving into the old Kanté farm.” 


“Really? | thought that everyone gave up on it years ago when Old Man 
Kanté moved away to be with his family.” 


“Apparently his grandson is moving in and plans on restoring it.” 


“| hope that he decides to farm. I'd love to buy fresh produce again. 
Pierre's imported produce isn't terrible, but nothing can beat freshly 
harvested melons...” 


"| know. |...” 


Kim watches as Rose and Juleka continue towards the town square. 
They continue to talk to each other about the newest arrival in their small 
community: a young man who plans to restore the old abandoned Kanté 
Farm on the outskirts of town. 


It's all anyone can talk about really. But, since no one really knows much 
about him... rumors spread as rampant as salmonberries during berry 
season. 


“I've heard weird sounds coming from that farm,” Pam, Rose's mother, 
says the next day. She frowns as she leans against the dog fence. "| don't 
know what that kid is doing on that farm, but it can't be natural if there are 
beeps and boops coming from the crops themselves. 


Kim raises an eyebrow. "Beeps and boops?" 


"Yes! | swear that eccentric city slicker is using weird technology on that 
farm. | wouldn't trust anything that he sold or gave out." 


"Pam, dear," Kim's grandmother says gently as she approaches them, 
"That boy has been here less than two weeks now. There's no need to jump 
to any conclusions." 


“I'm not jumping to anything, Evie.” She frowns. "You'd be cautious too if 
youd heard what | heard.” 


“Well, perhaps you could ask him?” 
Pam huffs. “I need to go talk to Gus. See you later, Evie.” 


“Take care, dear.” 
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Once Pam is in the bar, far earlier than Kim's grandmother would prefer 
to see her go, Evelyn shakes her head. “It's a shame people can't mind their 
own business in this town. That poor boy out there must feel so ostracized 
with the way people talk about him.” 


"| don't know, Granny. | don't really think I've seen him much. Maybe he 
hasn't even overheard anything, yet.” 


She frowns. “Perhaps. Though it must be so lonely out on that farm all 
alone. And who’s to say he’s eating well either...” She wrings her hands, 
clearly fretting over the stranger’s well-being. 


“We really ought to welcome him properly to Miraculous Valley.” Her face 
suddenly brightens. “Oh I know! I'll bake him cookies and then we can go 
pay him a visit!” 


Kim turns to respond, but Evelyn is already walking towards Pierre's shop 
to buy supplies. Muttering to herself about how much she'll need to buy 
versus what they already have in the home, she doesn't notice that he isn’t 
following her. He laughs to himself as he approaches his dog, Buddy. 


He reaches in and gently scratches behind his ear. “Some things never 
change huh, Buddy?” 


“Where's she going in such a hurry?” Chloe asks as she approaches Kim. 
“Granny wants to bake something for the new guy in town.” 
“Ugh, that's no fair. She should bake some cookies for me.” 


Kim laughs. “I'm sure if you ask nicely she'd be more than happy to make 
a batch for you and Marinette, too.” 


"But, if | take it home Marinette'll just complain.” Chloe pouts and leans 
against the dog fence. “She'll say that it's not nearly as good as her parents. 
Then she'll mope around the house missing her parents." 


"You're just saying that because you don't want to share." 


Chloe sends a withering look his way, but Kim isn't fazed by it at all. If it 
had been a couple of years prior he might have taken it to heart, but after 
spending loads of time around the ex-heiress he's found that she is all bark 
and no bite. He smirks as her glare thaws a few degrees. 


“Yeah | guess. | mean who would? They're amazing." 


"Yeah." 
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They fall into companionable silence for a time. They're quite an unlikely 
pair of friends. She’s all about her image and he’s all about his sports. But 
there’s an ease to it that he appreciates. 


Eventually, though, they always go their separate ways to do their own 
things. 


She pushes off of the fence and he waves her off. 


“Save a few cookies for me, alright?” Chloe calls as she heads toward 
the fountain. 


“You'll have to come to dinner to get them.” 
Chloe rolls her eyes. “I'll check my schedule.” 


Kim laughs as she disappears over the ridge. They both know that she 
doesn't have much of a schedule outside of taking pictures around town for 
her blog and her own personal portfolio. He shakes his head at the pretense 
and heads inside to warn his grandmother about the return of their regular 
guest for supper. 


“Oh that sounds delightful, dear,” Evelyn says as she lays puts in a 
second batch, the first batch of cookies on the cooling racks. “Before she 
comes over why don't you take these cookies over to the new farmer? I'd go 
with you, but I need to start getting ready for dinner.” 


“Sure,” Kim readily agrees. She pulls out a container and fills it to the 
brim with warm cookies. It's likely that they could have stood to cool a bit 
longer, but for some reason she's impatient to show the newcomer her 
hospitality. 


“Off you get. I'll make enough for five so make sure to invite him to 
supper, too.” 

“Granny, wouldn't that be a bit too much?” 

“He can decide that. Now go.” 


She hurries him through the front door and, before he knows it, he's 
walking through the town square toward the edge of town. As soon as he 
starts down the path leading to the farm, he notices the sounds of the town 
die away, replaced with the sounds of nature. The town itself isn't all that 
large, but there's still a hustle and bustle that just isn't found in places where 
there aren't many humans. 


It isn't all that far to the farm, but when he finally arrives the sight that he 
finds before him is not what he expected. 
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Instead of large, neat, and tidy rows of crops there are a few lines of 
dead and dying plants that are being picked over by crows. Beyond that 
small patch of earth, the farm house, and a small pond, the rest of the land 
is overgrown and littered with rocks. He'd never been one to come out and 
investigate the property so the disarray is a surprise. He'd heard it had 
gotten pretty bad... 


But, this is worse than he'd ever imagined. 
“Hello. Welcome to the Kanté farm. How can | be of assistance?” 


Kim nearly drops the container of cookies as a small floating... thing 
comes into his field of vision. He rubs at his eyes because surely he's 
seeing things. It's just a bird. Right? 


Nope. 
It's a flying robot. 


“Markov,” a voice says from Kim's right. “What did we talk about before 
coming here?” 


"| am to wait to introduce myself to people exactly three days after 
moving here.” 


A sigh. “I said three months, Markov." 


“I'm sorry, friend,” The robot almost looks ashamed. “Would you like me 
to look into techniques that trigger short-term amn—" 


"Markov!" Suddenly a man in jean overalls shoots forward and smothers 
the robot in his hands. He sheepishly hides the machine behind his back 
and turns to fully face Kim. "Sorry about that." 


"That's... fine," Kim says, jaw still quite slack. He isn't exactly sure what 
the robot was about to say, but by how quickly the farmer had moved, it is 
most likely something that he should be concerned about. But the man 
continues on before he can give it too much thought. 


"Sorry, l've forgotten my manners. My name is Max." He extends a hand 
to Kim. 


Kim shakes it, bewildered. 


"Kim." He shakes his head to clear some of the shock from his system. 
"Sorry to show up unannounced. Granny wanted to give you a house- 
warming gift. “ 


He extends the container of cookies forward. Max hesitates a moment 
before taking it. 
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“Look, I know this might be a lot to ask, but can you not tell anyone 
about Markov? | swear he's benign, he just gets a bit too curious for his own 
good sometimes.” 


Max shoots the little guy a reproachful look. 


"| can show you all of the security procedures | have in place, if you'd like. 
You can even come over to observe him to see how he behaves normally. 
I’m confident that you'll find nothing of concern. In fact, he can tell you about 
all of the ideas he's had to improve the community! 


“Look... | know it's a lot to ask,” Max continues. “But I've found that about 
80% of the communities that I've lived in tend to panic if | don't introduce 
him properly. Weve had to move so many times because of how negatively 
the people around us acted. I'd hate to move so soon after moving here...” 


Markov breaks free from Max's hold to hover above his shoulder. Kim 
isn't quite sure if he's reading the little robot correctly, Markov is the first one 
he's met, but he looks apologetically towards Max. The worry in the crease 
on Max's face eases slightly as he gently pats the robot just below his 
propeller. 


Kim isn't all that knowledgeable about things like robots, but in that 
moment the little guy looks less like something to be feared and more like a 
little pet. So, for better or for worse, he decides to keep him a secret. 


But with a bit of fun. 
“On one condition.” 


Max gives him a look filled with resignation and a little bit of fear. “Which 
is?” 


“That you come to dinner tonight!” Kim gives him cheeky grin. “Then | 
don't have to deal with Granny being upset over me not getting you to agree. 
Sound fair?” 


Max looks absolutely dumbfounded and Kim can't help but laugh. He isn't 
sure what Max thought he was going to demand (maybe blackmail?) but a 
home cooked dinner certainly wasn't it. It takes him a minute to regain his 
senses, but when he does Kim can see relief on his face. 


“It's not exactly what / would count as fair, but | think | can agree to your 
terms and conditions.” 


“Then it's a deal.” 
Max shakes his head. “What time would that be?” 


“About six.” 
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Max glances at his watch. “That doesn't leave me too much time to do 
much of anything,” he mumbles to himself. “Not that I'd have much energy to 
do all of what | want to do anyways...” 


Kim frowns. “You're not pushing yourself too hard out here are you?” 
"Y-" Max glares at Markov, cutting the little robot off. 


“Not exactly. I'm just not used to all of this manual labor. Before | moved 
out here most of my day was spent at a computer. | just have to build up my 
endurance. According to my predictions | will build up enough endurance to 
do more than just clearing out the farm.” 


“Do you need any help?” 
"| couldn't possibly—" 


"We'll call it part of my new mission to make sure that your robot buddy 
isn't going to burn the town down." Kim winks as he flexes his muscles. 
"Besides, | could use a change in pace from my usual exercise." 


"Max, if | may make a suggestion?" Markov asks. He waits a short time 
for Max to nod before continuing. "Allowing Kim to help on the farm would 
greatly improve your ability to diversify your efforts. It would also cut the time 
it would take for you to progress by almost half." 


"| guess that makes sense...” Max says thoughtfully. “I just wouldn't want 
to take advantage of you.” 


Kim pinks slightly, but Max continues, unaware of how his wording might 
be misconstrued. 


“I'd want to pay you for your labor, but | must admit that | don't have 
much right now. | spent a lot of my money on crops, but, as you can see, my 
efforts to grow anything in order to sell it for a higher profit have been... less 
than successful.” 


Kim looks at the near-dead crops. Frowning, he kneels down beside 
them and examines the dirt. He doesn't know a whole lot about farming or 
gardening, but he is pretty sure that the ground isn't supposed to be that dry. 
“Have you watered them today?” 


“l... might have spent most of my energy on clearing the rubble instead of 
tending to the crops.” 


“Well that's no good. What did you have for breakfast and lunch?” 


“An egg and a field snack,” Markov says reproachfully. Max glares at him, 
visibly annoyed. “I won't apologize for stating the truth. You can turn me off if 
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you'd like, but, as I've said before, you won't get much done if you aren't 
adequately replenishing your energy throughout the day.” 


"He's right, y'know.” 


"See?" Markov says. "I do know what I'm talking about when we're 
discussing your poor eating habits.” 


“Can we talk about this, later?” 


“Only if Mr. Kim is with us, as it seems that you'll only listen to reason if 
it's around a third party.” 


The two enter into a glaring contest for some time before Max eventually 
looks away in defeat. 


"Fine. We'll talk about it tomorrow.” He looks down at his watch. “I should 
probably go get washed up. Do you mind waiting outside for me? I don't 
believe that I know where your grandmother's house is.” 


“Of course. I'll just hang out here with Markov." 


Max hesitates for a moment, "Actually, Markov, can you please come in 
as well?" 


"Of course. Have a good night, Mr. Kim." 
“You, too, robot buddy.” 


They exchange a wave and then Markov and Max are disappearing into 
Max's house. 


Kim isn't quite sure what he should do with himself outside. He has half a 
mind to start working on some of the overgrowth, but there's no telling 
exactly what Max's plan is for the farm. Instead, he paces in front of the 
house's porch and waits. 


What feels like an eternity later, Max exits the house. He's changed from 
his grubby overalls into a green button up shirt, corduroy dress slacks, and 
suspenders. Overall the outfit looks quite smart and well put together. It 
reminds Kim of the sophisticated professionals that occasionally appear in 
commercials on his grandfather's television. 


“You're...” Kim tries to find the right words for an appropriate compliment, 
but finishes with “dressed up.” 


“Contrary to what you witnessed earlier, | do like to give good first 
impressions.” Max winks and Kim isn't quite sure what to do with himself. 
“Now shall we?” 
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“S-shall we, yes!” Kim feels a rush of embarrassment and immediately 
turns to lead Max to his house. He's never been so flustered in his life. He 
hopes that he can get himself under control before they get to his house, 
because he's more than certain that Chloe will pick up on his flustered state. 


He'd never live it down if she realized he'd picked up a crush so fast. 


Thankfully, it doesn't take them long at all to reach his house. When they 
enter, they are hit with the smells of his grandmother's famous baked fish 
dish. 


“Granny, we're home!” 


“Oh wonderful,” Evelynsays as she peeks around the corner at them. “I'm 
so glad that you were able to convince him to come and join us for dinner! 
Chloe's here already so we can start whenever you're ready. 


“Chloe?” Max asks. 

“Yeah. She and | are pretty close friends.” 

"| see.” Max seems hesitant to follow Kim much further. 

“Is everything okay?” 

“Yes. Chloe and | just didn't exactly get off on the right foot together.” 


Kim laughs. “Imagine that.” He shakes his head. “Don't worry too much 
about it, dude. I'm pretty sure Chloe wouldn't know how to make a good 
impression if it was given to her free of charge. Give her a chance. Once 
you get to know her she's not nearly as bad as she appears.” 


“If you say so.” 


They round the corner and there is immediate tension between Chloe 
and Max. He's not sure exactly why it's there, but Kim decides to ignore it for 
now. They can figure it out some other time. He's confident that they'll get 
along someday in the future. 


“Wow. It sure does smell good in here,” Kim says. “I'll never understand 
how you can cook so fast.” 


“Maybe I'll teach you the secret one of these days, dear,” his 
grandmother says with a smile. “And hello! Welcome to our home...” 


“Max,” he says, shaking her hand. “Thank you for the invitation...” 


“Granny. You can call me Granny. Everyone else does. And it's no 
trouble at all. | always enjoy the company!” 


“Why do you have to be so loud all the time, Evelyn. I'm trying to watch 
my program.” Kim's grandfather, George, wheels into the room, takes one 
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look at the company sitting at their dining room table, and lets out a huff of 
annoyance. “What'd I tell you about inviting guests over without telling me 
first!” 


Granny laughs. “Oh, hush you. I'm trying to be welcoming to the new 
farmer and | can't do that if you're making a big fuss about it. Besides, | 
made all your favorites.” 


He hrumphs to himself, but doesn't complain anymore as he settles his 
wheelchair at the head of the table. Granny smiles to herself as she 
gestures to the seat beside Kim. 


“Take a seat, Max, and help yourself.” 


“Okay, thank you,” Max says. He does as instructed, though Kim notices 
that he takes very measured amounts of food. It is almost as if he is afraid to 
take too much 


“Hurry up, farmer boy, we're all starving over here,” Chloe says. Max 
immediately finishes up and hands the dish of fish to her. “About time,” she 
mutter. 


Kim frowns, but doesn't say anything. Chloe catches his eye and seems 
to be trying to convey to him that this isn't her fault, but, especially with how 
she's acting, he doesn't buy it. 


“So,” Granny says, “What brought you to Miraculous Valley?” 


“Well, a while ago, before my grandfather passed away, he left me an 
envelope and said that when things got to be too much | should open it. 
When I did I found the deed to his farm inside. | quit my job and moved out 
the next day.” 


“Sounds like a reckless decision if you ask me,” Kim's grandfather 
grumbles under his breath. 


“George,” Granny scolds. “Going on a new adventure isn't a terrible thing 
to encourage. In fact, | think it's a fine idea.” 


"Humph." 


"It's alright, Granny," Max says. "It is a risky move. Especially since there 
is still a 70% chance that | will be unable to make this a successful 
endeavor." 


"If there's such a high risk of failing, then what's the point?" Chloe asks. 
"If you ask me you're dumb for doing something like this." 


"Perhaps | am. But that doesn't mean that | won't still try." 
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“Wow, Max,” Kim says, astounded. “That's a really neat way of looking at 
it. Having a positive attitude is such an important thing when you're trying to 
succeed at something. If you don't, then you're sure to fail.” 


“Exactly,” Granny says with a smile. “Now, Max, do you know what you're 
planning on growing this year?” 


“I'm still doing some research,” Max says. “I've started with parsnips, but | 
believe that potatoes would be more profitable.” 


“And what will you plant for the next season?” 
Max's face scrunches up in confusion. “Next season?” 


“Yes. We've found that each crop has its season and at the end of a 
crop's season it dies. Though I believe that there are a few exceptions... Do 
you remember what those exceptions are, George?” 


It looks as though he doesn't want to answer, but an encouraging look 
from his wife makes him open up, albeit begrudgingly. “Corn, sunflowers, 
wheat, and coffee beans.” 


“Fascinating,” Max says. “Thank you for telling me. It is likely that you 
have helped to decrease my chances of failure by at least 10% by telling me 
that information.” 


“You're welcome, dear.” 


The topics shift a bit from there, but conversation is far less stilted than in 
the beginning. And, though she goes about it snippily, Chloe even 
contributes to a few of the conversations. Kim chooses to sit back and 
observe, as most of the topics are ones that he doesn't know too much 
about. 


Shortly after the meal is over, his grandfather goes to the other room to 
watch his favorite television program leaving Kim, Max, Granny, and, 
surprisingly enough, Chloe cleaning up the remnants. Granny attempts to 
persuade them all to leave it to her, but they insist on helping. 


After everything is cleaned up, Max notices the time and nearly has an 
aneurysm. 


“I'm sorry, but | really need to go.” 
“That's quite alright, dear. Sorry for keeping you out so late.” 


"No, no. Thank you for having me. I'm just still getting used to this early 
morning schedule, and if | stay up too late it makes it difficult to get up in the 
morning.” 


“Alright. Well, don't be a stranger, alright? You're always welcome here.” 
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“Thank you.” Max turns to Kim. "I'll see you tomorrow, thanks again.” 
“I-I'll walk you home!” Kim says as he follows behind a hurrying Max. 


“That's not necessary,” Max says at the door, a curious look in his eyes. 
"| know the way back and unless there are dangerous animals in the 
forest...” 


“Ah. Right.” Kim scratches at the back of his neck. "Well... I'll see you 
tomorrow. What time should I come over to help?” 


"Would seven be too early?” 

“Not at all.” He smiles. "Have a good night, Max.” 
“Goodnight. Thanks again.” 

“No problem.” 


Kim waves as Max departs for home. He only looks back once before he 
continues on. 


Kim doesn't stop standing in the doorway until Chloe clears her throat. 
“You're hopeless you know that, right?” 

“Oh, Chloe! | 一 

“Forgot that I was here?" She smirks. "I couldn't tell.” 

Kim groans. “Look, | don't know what you're thinking, but—” 


“I'm not thinking anything,” Chloe says, examining her fingernails. Though, 
clearly, she is thinking quite a lot about the matter. She stands there for 
some time, not saying anything. And, while he knows that it's just a ploy to 
get him to talk... 


He can't help but take the bait. 
“Ok, so maybe I thought he looked kind of cute in that outfit...” 
“Oh?” 


“Oh nothing! It's just a day one crush. I'm sure that it'll blow over by 
tomorrow.” 


“Sure, and Marinette is secretly a vigilante fighting injustice.” 
“Chloe.” 
“Kim.” 


She pins him with a look that says that she thinks that she knows better 
than him. He tries to match her, but finds it awfully difficult due to his 


Multiplayer 


SamanthaGirlScout 


excitement for the next day. She is the first one to look away, but he feels as 
though he still lost the battle. 


“Speaking of tomorrow. What are you going to do? Go to his house and 
oggle him while he works?” 


"|-l'd never—” 

"Oh, are you inviting him over to oggle you while you work out?" 
"Chloe!" 

"| kid, | kid,” she laughs. "Really, though, what're you guys doing?” 


“I'm helping him on the farm tomorrow. When I went to invite him to 
dinner he mentioned that he could use a bit of help so | offered." 


"Uh-huh." 


Kim brings his hands up to the bridge of his nose to ward off an 
impending migraine. "Chloe, sometimes you're absolutely beyond ridiculous." 


“I'm sure if you got to know Marinette more she'd tell you about how that's 
my brand." 


“Well, maybe you should tone it down a bit. “ 
Chloe sighs. "Alright. Maybe | will... tomorrow." 
"Go home, Chloe." 


“Alright, alright. I'm going." She walks past him into the night. She gets a 
few paces away before stopping. "Sorry for overstaying my welcome. 
Wouldn't want to keep you up too late the night before your first date." 


She has the audacity to wink. 


She is gone before Kim can do more than splutter at her insinuation. He 
tries to follow her a few paces, but stops when he quickly loses sight of her. 
Sighing, he leans against the dog fence and stares down at his dog, Buddy. 


"| don't know why she's saying all that. It's not like anything's going to 
come of this. We're just going to work on the farm a bit, then I'm going to 
come home and help Granny around the house." 


Buddy cocks his head to the side and Kim reaches over to give him a few 
good pets, making the dog happy, lolling his tongue out to the side. 


"And besides,” he continues. “| just want to get to know him a bit better 
and make him feel welcome, y'know? A-as a neighbor. O-or a friend. 
Certainly not as anything more. | mean just because he looked attractive, 
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one time, all dressed up. That doesn't automatically mean | want to date him 
or anything.” 


Buddy blinks up at him, uncomprehending. Though, in the moonlight he 
looks just as unconvinced as Chloe had been. 


He groans. 


Tomorrow's going to be a long day. 
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les aventures de ladybird et chat noire 


by vee (vivific) 


Paris was unexpectedly warm for September. Despite the falling leaves 
and browning greenery, summer was going out with a sudden rush of 
humidity that promised a stormy finale. It was likely the holdover from New 
Zealand that made it bearable to Lila. 


Ease or not, though, the heat had an effect. Though she woke up from a 
well-resting sleep, the words and stories she had planned for her first day 
flowed from her mouth with the grace of mud. It was so hard to seem 
particularly cool and special when literally everyone else was also a new 
student and had their own cool stories to share. 


Fortunately, her story of knowing the Adrien Agreste garnered her some 
curious ears in her class, and for a good ten minutes, she had the attention 
of half her homeroom. 


That was, until a blonde girl pushed her way through her audience, 
looking particularly furious, and jabbed a finger in Lila’s face. 


“You!” The other girl snarled, light eyes flashing. "You're the one 
spreading lies about my Adrien, aren’t you?!” 


Someone poured a refreshing bucket of regret over Lila’s head, and 
though the heat clung to her skin, a chill travelled through her insides. 


“E-Excuse me?” 


There was no way this girl could know Adrien Agreste. The model had no 
real-life presence. For how much anyone saw of him, he might as well not 
exist. 


“You heard me, you liar,” the stranger spat, hands on her hips. “You’re 
lying to everyone, ‘cause I've been friends with Adrien since we were five, 
and he definitely doesn’t know someone like you!” 


Lila always thought she was too clever to be caught. She was wrong. 
She had only been lucky. 


And her luck just ran out. 


“Lila, is she telling the truth?” 


“Were those things about Prince Ali and Jagged Stone lies too?” 
“It... You...” 
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Lila looked around. Faces that once beamed with admiration and awe 
now frowned in judgement and disgust. Only the blonde smiled, now, arms 
crossed in pride at breaking down Lila’s facade. 


There was no salvaging this. 
Lila rose and shoved her way out of the crowd. She needed to /eave. 
“Yeah, run back to Italy, liar,” the blonde taunted, laughing behind her. 


Fate didn’t even deign her worthy of a clean exit, for she collided head-on 
with someone entering the class. 


“Excuse me,” she said, in the wrong language, her head ducked towards 
the ground. She sprinted down the hallway and leapt down the stairs. 


She burst out of the front doors, and fled into the stifling humidity. 


Marinette stared after the brunette, and looked back into the classroom. 
Chloe was boasting about some famous friend of hers, again. After four 
years, Chloe’s uncanny ability to ease between making someone run off in 
tears and bragging about herself ceased to surprise her. Marinette was sure 
goldfish had better object permanence than Chloe. 


She should go check on that girl, but it looked like she’s already left the 
school. Quite bold of her to risk being late on the first day, but Marinette 
would skip class with Chloe too if she could. 


Damn school districts. 


The first day wouldn't officially start for another ten minutes. In any case, 
the girl still had time to return. 


Marinette straightened her back and stepped into class. 

They’d be all right. 

She'd barely even sat down when a hand slammed on her desk. 
“Marinette Dupain-Cheng!” 

Never mind. 


She wasn’t going back to Francoise Dupont. She was going to transfer to 
an international school again, it wasn’t too late for that. 


But, how to explain to her mother? Dupont had dozens of language 
courses, and it was easily one of the best public schools in the 
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arrondissement. And it had been Lila who begged to be put in a local school. 
Her mother would sooner deck a politician than let Lila transfer out. 


Lila meandered blocks away from the school in question. In her rush, 
she'd forgotten her bag, all she had were her phone and wallet. A good 
thing, her bag was only full of supplies, no chance of her classmates doing 
any major property damage. 


Still, she had to attend class, the school would call her mother if she 
didn’t show up. 


God, no. 


A young boy sprinted down the street to the front of the school. To any 
witness, it seemed like he was any other panicked student who'd overslept 
on their first day, until a limousine screeched to a halt ahead of him, and a 
woman shot out of the passenger side. She was cleanly dressed, but 
intercepted the boy easily, latching onto his arm. 


"I'm sorry, Adrien, but you know what your father wants,” the woman 
spoke firmly, despite her frazzled state. A hulking man exited the driver's 
side of the limousine and joined her in blockading the boy. 


The teen clenched his fists, trapped. 


“But this is what / want!” he pleaded, staring at the doors instead of his 
guardians. He could still make it, he could, but... 


The man rested a hand on his shoulder, and the boy slumped. 
He couldn't. 
“Pm sorry," he murmured in defeat, “I just want to be like everyone else.” 


“You can discuss that with your father,” said the woman. Despite her 
actions, she was sympathetic. 


The boy surrendered. 


The three piled back into the limousine, and it sped off, passing by a 
tardy student. 


Lila paid no attention to the extravagant vehicle, of course such high- 
class people lived around here. She started for the doors, when there was a 
heartstopping thud. 


An old man had fallen on the sidewalk, his walking stick rolled out of 
reach. He grasped for it, then recoiled in pain. 
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Lila looked around. The street was empty. How was she the only person 
here?! It was Paris! 


“Monsieur,” she rushed down the stairs, her heart in her throat. “Are you 
all right?” 


She retrieved the cane, and helped the elder to his feet. His arm felt frail 
in her hand. “Thank you, miss,” the old man wheezed. He steadied himself 
on his cane, but his hand was shaking visibly. 


“Please be careful, that sounded like a terrible fall,” Lila said, eyeing the 
man’s tremors. “Is there anyone | can call to pick you up? You should go to 
the hospital.” 


The old man shook his head and waved his free hand dismissively. It was 
shaking violently. 


“No, no, I’m fine, thank you,” he said, still waving his hand. “Besides, 
shouldn't a young mademoiselle like you be in school right now?" 


"Well, I--” 

The bell rang. She was officially absent for her first class. 
Oh, screw it. 

“Pm already late,” she said, "It's okay.” 


“Mademoiselle...” The old man shook his head and waved his hand 
again in dismissal. “I promise you, I'm all right. Thank you for your aid.” 


Lila pursed her lips, looking the man up and down. She bit the inside of 
her mouth. 

“Are you certain, monsieur?” 

The old man nodded. She inhaled. 


“Please, mademoiselle, it wouldn’t do well for anyone for you to be late. 


She was already late, and she didn’t want to go anyway, but here she 
was. 


“Please be careful, then,” she said at last, meeting the old man’s eyes. 
“Of course, | will.” 
Lila bit her lip, turned and sprinted back up the steps. 


The great doors opened and closed, and the old man pulled out a 
hexagonal box. 


“Thank you, mademoiselle,” he smiled at the shut doors. 
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He stuffed the box back into his pocket, swung his cane over his 
shoulders, and walked away. 


Lila really thought the day couldn't get worse, as she slunk out of an ‘I’m 
disappointed in your behaviour’ lecture from Mlle Bustier. She was to go to 
the library and catch up on the worksheet she missed. 


But, as she made for the steps to the second floor, the stairs- no, the 
entire building shook, and something crashed. 


^W hat was that?” a teacher called from their classroom door. A hall 
monitor sprinted across the courtyard to the source of the crash: the 
principal's office. 


"Get the second floor cleared, now! The wall's blown out!" 
A surreal cold washed over her. 


Great. Just great. 


In the library, hugging a table's leg and praying the shelves didn't 
collapse on her, Marinette Dupain-Cheng really wanted to go home. 


The culprit was some stone giant supervillain, according to the local news. 
The army had been dispatched - not hard, it was Paris after all - and 
civilians were told to stay indoors. Lila's mother called to tell her to stay 
home, as the embassies were all locked down. 


At home, watching the action from behind her chair, Marinette hoped to 
every higher power there was that things would be okay. 


Wait a second, what was that box there? 
The two girls picked up their matching finds, and pried the lids open. 


Lila swore at the red sphere of light, and Marinette screamed at the green. 


Tikki blinked up at Lila. The girl blinked back. Then: 


"Okay, l've seen enough mahoushoujo to know where this is going." 
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Plagg ducked the various items Marinette hurled at him. 
"IT'S A MOUSE! A BUG! A BUG-MOUSE!” 


"Excuse you, Marinette," the creature crossed his forelimbs petulantly, 
“I’m clearly a cat!” 


The girl chucked a book at him. 
"IT KNOWS MY NAME" 
"Do you understand now?" asked Tikki, hovering before Lila. 


"Yeah, yeah,” the girl said, rubbing at the earrings. She turned the box 
around in her hands. "Break the thing with the akuma, save the poor guy. I 
got it." 


"Your power is the Lucky Charm," Tikki continued, gesturing, "it'll give 
you an object that will help you." 


"So are these Miraculous-things Japanese or Chinese?" Lila asked, 
calmly looking up from the box, "Cause this sigil looks Chinese, but akuma 
is a Japanese word - or is it neither and someone was just feeling 
particularly inspired?" 


"Lila," Tikki smiled, "There's a supervillain to stop?" 


"Oh, right! l'm a superheroine now. Got it." Lila tossed the empty box onto 
her bed. "So what's my transformation phrase?" 


"Well, since we're speaking Italian," Tikki tilted her head, "for you, it'll 
be..." 


The girl beamed. 


“Awesome!” said Lila, pumping her fist. “All righty then: Tikki, 
transformami!” 


“And that’s it.” Plagg said, with a flourish of his limbs. “Got it, Marinette?” 
“NO!” 


"That's the spirit!” He said, grinning brightly. He halted. “Wait... What'd'ya 
mean ‘no’?! You're a superheroine, and a pretty cool one, if you ask me-” 


“I’m not a superheroine!” Marinette howled. “I’m just, me! Clumsy, stupid, 
foolish Marinette!” 
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“Oh, no,” Plagg facepalmed, as much as a kwami could. "You're one of 
those heroes.” He sighed, and regarded his panicking human. “Okay, kiddo, 
have you ever been a superheroine before?” 


Marinette paused. The question threw her off. “What? No, of course not.” 


“Then how'd'ya know you'll screw it up if you don’t even give it a shot?” 
Plagg raised his limbs. 


“Because there are people’s lives at risk!” Marinette retorted. “And I don’t 
want to mess that up!” 


Plagg deadpanned: 


“Okay, but there’s a ladybug hero out there who needs your help. You 
are the only one who can help stop this akuma. Your partner can’t do it all 
on their own. Sure, you might botch this, but at least you tried, then kid. But, 
if you refuse to help at all? Then this is over before it even starts, Marinette.” 


Marinette stared. 
“...Ym not the first one hero you've had to convince." 


“Nope,” Plagg lazed in the air and shut his eyes. “I’m ancient, and each 
and every one of those heroes proved themselves wrong, and so will you." 


Marinette looked down at the ring in its box. She clenched her fists, then 
picked the box up. 


“All right, then. PII do it." 


Plagg unfurled from his resting position, looking very much like the cat 
that ate the canary. 


"Knew it!” he cheered, as Marinette slipped the ring onto her finger. “Now, 
uh... what language is this?" 


"Um... French?" 

"Oh, okay, then you're just gonna say..." 

Marinette regarded the ring and sucked in a breath. 

"Here goes, then..." She clenched her fist. "Plagg, transforme-moi!” 
"Holy crap." 


Lila stared at the bathroom mirror. Instead of frills and lace and tulled up 
skirt, she got spotted skin-tight fabric, a caplet, coat-tails and an old-school 
domino mask. It was cool, but it felt a lot less “cutesy magical girl" and more 
"modern day superheroine with sensible clothing". Tikki had even put her 
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hair up in a ponytail, tied with a ribbon that resembled a bug’s antenna. 
Even so, she still looked like herself. 


“Dude, how the heck is this supposed to stop someone recognising me?” 
she asked the air. 


Oh, right. Her fairy companion had disappeared too. 
Well, this was a good start. 
“Um, Plagg? How do | take this off?” 


It wasn’t awful, fashion wise. It gave her a rugged roguish look, but the 
literal catsuit was weird to touch, and what was with the tail? At least the 
ribbons and fake ears were cute... 


Things would almost be okay if Plagg hadn’t vanished after the 
transformation. 


“Marinette?” 

Oh, now her parents heard her? 

She fled to the rooftop. 

“Okay, I’m a superheroine, and | have a magical uh...” 

She stared at the weird cylinder. What was she supposed to do with it? 
Marinette pressed at the green paw print. 


Both sides of the cylinder extended. The bottom end stuck the ground, 
but the baton kept lengthening. Magic or not, the weapon obeyed logic, and 
so shot Marinette off her feet and into the sky. 


BAD START! BAD START BAD START BAD START THIS WAS A 
TERRIBLE IDEA WHAT THE F-- 


All things considered, it was probably a good thing she didn’t have a 
fancy skirt or something, otherwise she'd probably flash a couple of people 
while flinging herself across Paris’ rooftops and kicking ass. 


Her magic yoyo also had Internet access and Google Maps, which were 
the real lifesavers in tracking down the supervillain. With that aid, Lila 
followed it to some huge stadium in Paris. 


“All right, stone guy, it’s you and me.” 
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She reeled her arm back, ready to fling herself off the rooftop and into the 
stadium, when a high sound reached her ears. She paused, and looked up. 
Wasn't that someone screaming--? 
Lila turned, and someone crashed into her. 
It took a second to get her thoughts in order. 


"Oh my god I’m so sorry I have no idea what I'm doing it just threw me 
I’m so sorry--” 


One, she was upside down. 

Two, she couldn’t move. 

Three, there was someone else stuck with her. 
Lila pried her eyes open. 


Behind a black mask, neon green eyes darted around frantically, and 
their owner struggled to free them. 


“Ah, you must be my new partner,” Lila said, a lot calmer than she felt. 
She was way out of her element. "I'd say I caught an angel, but ladybugs 
are the ones with wings.” Ah, crap. 


"l'm-- really sorry!” her partner repeated desperately. 
Something beep-booped, and they crashed into the ground. 


“No worries,” Lila wheezed. Superhero or not, falling from a height hurt, 
with or without another person on top of her. 


Her partner gave something of a quiet scream to herself, and pried 
herself out of the string. 


“What a start,” she mumbled. 


"Hey, we're both new to this,” Lila rose, reeling her yoyo back in. It really 
was magic, if it didn’t even get tangled. She checked out her new associate. 


A literal catsuit, huh? And-- 
“Oh my god, you have cat ears! Those are so cute!” 
Her partner flustered, and Lila caught herself. 


“Oh, sorry, I haven't even introduced myself.” She stepped back. “You 
can call me...” 


Coccinelle was too normal in Paris, and Coccinella might be too 
personal... Maybe... 


“Ladybird,” Lila grinned. “Call me Ladybird.” 
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“Nice to meet you, Ladybird,” her partner said. “I’m... I’m...” She 
shrugged and smiled weakly. "I don't know yet. It's been really fast, all of 
this stuff." 


"Don't sweat it, cat girl," Ladybird said, reeling her yoyo back, "We can 
talk superhero stuff later. Let's go take down this giant rock first." 


“What are you waiting for, cat girl? The world is watching you!” 
Alya... 


Marinette clenched her teeth. She was a superheroine, and Ladybird 
needed her help, she had to help everyone, she had to... 


Jeez, this rock guy had one hell of a grip. Ladybird couldn't even reach 
for her yoyo to summon her Lucky Charm. 


The giant shuddered, suddenly, and Ladybird slipped right through his fist 
and onto the turf. Someone bowled into her, swept her up into their arms, 
and made a sprint across the other end of the field. 


"Sorry to make you wait," her partner said, setting her down. 


Ladybird steadied herself, eyeing her saviour. "How'd you get him to let 
go of me?" 


“Well, if he doesn't expect it, when his fist gets bigger, so does the space 
in his grip, so if he doesn't expect it-- you slip through his grip, and uh-- 
yeah..." The cat girl shrugged. Physics, technically. 


“Good thinking, partner," Ladybird said, patting her back. “Okay, my 
kwami said | gotta find some sort of object on him that has the akuma. All 
we gotta do is break it and everything will go back to normal." 


"Look at his right hand, he's got something there." 
"Signorina, you've a got a good eye." 

Green eyes lit up. 

"| also have a plan. It's risky, but | think we can pull this off. 
“Tm all ears." 


Maybe it was blind faith, maybe it was a stupid idea-- 
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Okay, Marinette thought, charging straight at the akuma. It was definitely 
a stupid idea. 
But she was within grabbing distinct, so-- 
“You want my ring? You're gonna have to come get it yourself!” 
The rock giant growled at her, and raised its other hand. 
The fist opened, and a small dark object fell from it. 
“Ladybird: there!” 


A blur of red intercepted the object. Ladybird threw the object on the 
ground, and a dark butterfly fluttered free. 


The giant rumbled, and its grip on Marinette vanished. She hit the ground 
cleanly, and was immediately tackled by Ladybird. 


“We did it!” her partner screamed into her ear, squeezing her tightly. “We 
did it!” 


Marinette hugged her back. They were both shaking. 

“Yeah, yeah we did.” 

“That- was- awesome!” 

Oh, shit, Alya was recording everything. Marinette pulled away. 


"How'd you get your powers?” The girl asked, pushing her camera phone 
in between them. “Radiation poisoning? Secret family heirloom? Super 
advanced science you're keeping from the rest of the world?” 


Ladybird laughed, and slung an arm around Marinette’s shoulder. She 
winked at the camera. 


“Come on, we're not gonna tell our secrets that soon!” 
“Well,” Alya looked over the screen. “Can | at least get your names?” 


“Now that, | can say,” Ladybird did a two-fingered salute. “Nice to meet 
you, Paris, I’m Ladybird.” 

“And I'm,” Marinette started, without thinking. “I’m... just Chat Noire.” 

“Sup, just Chat Noire,” Ladybird turned and pulled her closer, “I’m your 
new partner.” 

Chat Noire turned red behind her mask. 


“She memed at me,” Marinette cried, burying her face in a pillow. “She 
freaking... memed at me!” 
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“She really seems to like you.” Plagg asked, inhaling a cheese croissant. 


“Yeah, you and half of twitter thinks that.” Marinette tugged at her hair. 
“Alya thinks she’s definitely gay.” 


“You humans and your constant need to name things,” Plagg sighed, 
licking his whiskers. 


“What? How do kwami work?” 


Plagg shrugged. “We don’t have genders,” he said, simply, tossing 
another cheese cube into his mouth. 


“Then...” Marinette paused. “How am | supposed to refer to you?” 
"What'd'ya mean?” 


“Uh...” Marinette gestured. “My language, French, we need to gender 
verbs-- you rarely hear the difference, but, we don’t have a neutral gender, 
unless you default to the masculine, and--” She was waving her hands 
frantically. Plagg laughed. 


“Kid, chill out. Your language is weird, but if you gotta, refer to me as a 


guy. 
Marinette lowered her hands, and smiled. 
“Okay then, Plagg.” 


“Holy crap that was so cool!” Lila bounded around her room, phone in 
hand. “Chat Noire’s plan was insane, but it totally worked and she, like, 
trusted me to get the akuma before it would take her ring and it was just way 
too cool!” 


“You did really well, Lila,” Tikki said, munching on some cookies Lila 
picked up on the way home. “You didn’t even have to use your Lucky Charm 
or Chat Noire’s Cataclysm.” 


“I know! | think we can really do this whole superheroing thing together, l- 


Lila’s phone rang. She frowned at it. No way was her mom calling her to 
remind her to eat dinner already. 


“Mom?” 
Someone was yelling in the background. 
“Lila, stay indoors,” her mother’s voice was frighteningly calm. 


Something crashed. 
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“What?!” 

“| need to go, but stay indoors.” 

“Mom--” 

The line went dead. 


Lila threw the bedroom door open with such force it rattled off the 
adjacent wall. She made for the living room and turned on the TV. 


"| don't understand,” Marinette said, staring at Nadja's report. “We 
released the akuma!” 


“Did you remember to purify it?” 


“Shit,” said Lila. 


“If an akuma isn’t purified, it can multiply itself and give powers to a 
bunch of other people,” Plagg explained. 


Lila swore again, and sank to the floor in front of the TV. The euphoria of 
winning vanished. She’d been so eager to be a heroine, so sure she could 
do it, she forgot her basic instructions and-- 


“What do we do, then?” Marinette asked, flapping her hands and jittering. 


“We can't do anything,” Plagg said. “Whenever that Ivan kid is 
reakumatised, then Ladybird can purify that akuma, but until then...” 


"...all those people are stuck as statues.” 


Lila stared at the shaky footage of what was once a tourist, now an 
immobile statue. 


She messed up. She messed up. She messed up. 


Unlike school, unlike every other mess-up in her life, she couldn’t run 
away from this one. 


Actual people were hurt because she was so stupid. 
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“Lila, we can still fix this. We just have to wait until--” 
"I can't be Ladybird.” Lila said, flatly. 
“Lila!” 


“No, it was never gonna work out. | have to move in another year or so, 
you can't have a superheroine who won't stay in her city. I’m a compulsive 
liar, hardly superhero material. And I’m impulsive and dumb and--” 


“Lila!” Tikki snapped. 


Lila’s mouth clicked shut. For such a small kwami, Tikki was incredibly 
loud. Her indigo eyes bored into Lila’s green. 


“If you want to make it up for your mistake, then staying as Ladybird and 
eventually purifying all these statues will be a good enough apology. After 
that, you can give up Ladybird, but if, and of your own admission, you made 
an error, and neglected instructions, you should fix it yourself. Am | wrong?” 


Lila shut her eyes, and let out a slow breath. 


Running from consequences... Running from mistakes... How long had 
she been doing that? Confronting those... It was too scary, the stakes were 
too high, and she was... 


Her eyes opened. 

She... wasn't alone this time. 

She wasn't alone anymore. 

"Get out of the way! You already failed once!” 

Ladybird stepped back. The twisting feeling returned to her chest. 


"He's right,” her arms fell to her sides. "I thought I was going to be such a 
great superheroine, but I couldn't even remember the one job I had.” 


Chat Noire stepped closer, and grabbed Ladybird's shoulders, turning her 
partner towards her. 


Green met green. 


"What do you think would have happened if you didn't become Ladybird 
at all? We are the only ones capable of stopping Stoneheart, and you are 
the only one who can purify him. Can you imagine if I was on my own? We'd 
still be in this situation.” 


"But, if someone else was chosen--” 
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"But someone else wasn't chosen, Ladybird. You were chosen." 
Chat Noire shook her shoulders slightly. 


“The fact is, this city needs you, and...” Chat Noire looked aside, then 
met Ladybird’s eyes. “/ need you.” 


“Chat Noire...” 


Something rumbled above. The two split, and attention turned back to the 
akuma. A flurry of darkness erupted from Stoneheart's mouth, and 
coalesced in the air. 


Dark butterflies formed a head. 
"People of Paris,” the butterflies spoke, “| am Hawk Moth.” 
The heroines echoed the name together. 


“Ladybird, Chat Noire,” Hawk Moth’s voice was calm, smooth, too casual, 
"You've caused these poor citizens enough trouble, don't you think? If you 
had given up the Miraculous at the start, no one would have had to go 
through such pain. But, it is not too late to fix things. Simply surrender your 
Miraculous to me, and everything will be returned to normal. It is your choice. 
You can save them all.” 


Chat Noire scowled, and Ladybird bowed her head. 

She took Chat Noire’s hand. 

They were not alone anymore. 

Chat Noire squeezed back. 

Ladybird raised her head, and let go. She started towards the tower. 


“Hot take there, Hawky,” she called out, “but I’m not a fan of victim 
blaming. If you hadn't attacked first, neither me nor Chat Noire would even 
exist. If you’re willing to attack a child, then what will you do with our 
Miraculous? 


“Listen carefully to me, Hawk Moth! No matter what you have planned, no 
matter who you threaten to harm, we will stop you, every step of the way, 
and one day, you will be the one handing us your Miraculous!” 


Ladybird sprang into action, and Chat Noire felt a chill over her body, as 
her partner flung herself into the air and sliced through the projection with 
her yo-yo. 


The heroine landed on the Tower’s support beams, and turned to the 
crowd of law enforcement. 
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"| promise, all of you,” she started, voice amplified by the Miraculous, “for 
as long as Ladybird and Chat Noire are here, we will do all that is possible 
to keep you safe. Hawk Moth will try to exploit your fear, but | am here to 
reassure you: we will be here to protect you, no matter what happens!” 


Ladybird’s yoyo popped open. A flurry of light erupted from it, and 
dispersed into the air. 


Bright butterflies faded into the sky. 
The people on the ground cheered, and Chat Noire smiled. 
There you go, my Ladybird. 


Mother Nature granted Paris her promised reprieve of a harsh and 
constant downpour. Lila really didn’t fancy walking to the bus stop in the 
cold rain, though, but that was her punishment for not reading the forecast 
and forgetting her umbrella, though. 


She idled at the doorway of the school. Perhaps there’d be a lull, enough 
for her to rush to the bus stop, but her phone said otherwise. Lila sighed. 
Fine, whatever, rain wasn't the worst thing to happen to her in the past few 
days. 


Still, she stood, watching the droplets force circles on the pavement. It 
was nice. The air was cooling. 


In her peripheral, someone passed her, an umbrella in their hands. They 
stopped, and stared at her. Lila kept her eyes on her phone. Maybe they’d 
think she was waiting to be picked up, instead of bracing herself for the cold. 


Marinette turned the umbrella in her hand. Did Lila even remember her 
from their first day? 


Her hands tightened, and she took a step towards the other girl. 

“Hey,” she blurted out, "You're Lila, right?” 

The girl turned. Lila squinted. She seemed familiar... A classmate, right? 
“Yeah,” she said, coolly, “You are?” 

“Marinette,” she answered, fidgeting with the umbrella in her hands. 
“Pretty name.” 

Marinette reddened. 

“Look-- I--" She sucked in a breath. “Are you walking home?" 


Lila hesitated. 
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Superheroines dont lie. Not even white lies to make themselves seem 
less awkward. 

“Yeah. Why?” 

Marinette moved closer. 

“Just-- take this.” 

She pushed the umbrella into Lila’s hands. 

“Wait,” Lila didn’t take it, “don’t you--” 

“| only live a block away,” Marinette rushed out, eyes lowered, "I'll be fine." 


They stood, Marinette trying to give the umbrella to Lila, and Lila trying to 
refuse it. 


“P’m--” 


Lightning flashed, followed by a crash of thunder. The French girl forgot 
the significance, and the Italian girl never knew of it. 


Marinette looked up, and green held blue. 
And gradually, Lila’s hands wrapped around the umbrella. 
“Thank you,” she said, a smile forming, “Marinette.” 


The girl smiled back, wider now, and began to pull her hands away, only 
for Lila to step closer and grab them back. 


“Which...” Lila’s words came out accented, “Which way is your place?” 
“It’s... Just... right on the street here. It’s the bakery.” 


“There’s a bus stop past there,” Lila said. “We should... We could... | 
could walk you there.” 


Marinette’s eyes widened. Lila pulled away, and opened the umbrella. 
She stepped out into the rain, and held it up in offering. 


“What do you say, Marinette?” 


Marinette stepped out, and joined Lila under the umbrella. She reached 
past the handle, and touched Lila’s hands. 


"| think I'd like that a lot, Lila.” 


“...Me too.” 
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